The Tragedi'e 

Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true bofome. 

And let the fouieibrth that adoreth thee: 

I late it naked to the deadly ftroke, 

And humbly beg the death vpon my knee, 

Nay, do not pawfe,tvvas I that kilde your husband, 

But twas thy beautie that pi ouoked me: 

Nay now difpatch,twas I that kild King Henry: 

But twas thy heauenly face that fet me on: Here fie lets fall 
Take vp the fword againe or take vp me. the {word. 

La. Arife diflembler, though I wilh thy death, . 

I will not be the executioner. 

Glo, Then bid me kill my felfe,and I will do it. 

La. I hauealrcadiC. 

G h, Tufh that was in thy rage, 

Speakcit ag?.ine,and cucn with the word, 

T hat hand which for thy loue did kill thy loue,. . 

Shall for thy loue kill a farre truer loue: 

To both their deaths thou (halt be acceflfarie. 

La, I would 1 knew thy heart. 

Gle, Tis figured in my tongue* 

La. I feare me both are falte. 

Glo, Then neuer was man.ttue. 

La. Well, well, put vp your fword, . 

Glo. Say then my peace is made . 

La. That fhall you know hereafter. 

Glo, But I fhall liue in hope. 

La, All men I hope liue fo. 

Gel. Vouchfafc to wcare this ring. 

La. To take is not to giuc. 

Glo , Looke how this ring incompafleth thy finger, 

F.uen fo thy breaft inclofeth my poore heart. 

Wcare both of them, for both oi them are thine, 

And if thy poore fuppliant may 

But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand,. 

Thou doeft continue his happinefle for cuer: 

1 La. Whatisit? , - . , . r " 

Glo. That it would pleafe thee leatie thefe fad defignes* 

T o him that hath mor c caufe to be a mourner, ^ 
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of Richard the third. 

And prefently repaire to Crosbie place* 

Where after I haue folcmnely interred 
At Chertfie monaftery this noble King, 

And wet his grauc with my repentant teares r 
I will with all expedient dutie fee you: 

For diuers vnknowne reafons,! befieech you 
Grant me this boonc. 

La. With all my heart, and much it ioyes me too. 

To fee you are become lb penitent: 

Trefiilland Barkley go along with me. 

Glo, Bid me farewell. 

La, Tis more then you deferue: 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you. 

Imagine I haue faid farewell already. Exit, 

Glo, Sirs take vp the corfe. 

Sir, Towards Chertfie noble Lord? 

Glo. No, to while Friers, thereattend my comming. 

Was eucr woman in this humour woed# Exeunt , manet Gl. 
Was cucr woman in this humor vvonne# 

He haue her, but I will notkeepc her long. 

What I that kild her husband and Iris father. 

To take her in her hearts extreamc ft heate: 

With curfes in her mouth, tear es in her eyes. 

The bleeding wStneife of her hatred by, 

Hauing God, her confcience,and thefe bars againfl me. 
And I nothing to backc my firit at all. 

But the plaine Diuell and a'iffembling lookes. 

And yet to win her all the world to nothing. Hah? 

Hath fhe forgot akeadie that braue Prince 
Edward, her Lord, whom I fome three moneths fince 
Stabd in my angrie moode at Tcwxbury? 

A fweeter and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalitieofnature: 

Yong,valiant, wife, and no doubt right royal!, 

The fpacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And will ihee yet debafe her eyes on me, 

That cropt the golden prime of this fweete Prince, 

And made her widdow toawofullbed? 

B 3 On 


H 




J,1598 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.47) OCtcLVO 


